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known in the English world of letters. My
brothers afterwards followed paths which led
some of them to distinction in military or medical
service in the army abroad, others to colonial
life in Australia; while I followed the strong bent
of nature in the home country, with little change
of scene or picturesque adventure.

Through my tutor the classics of Eome came to
me inspired with human interest, especially when
the accustomed monotony of Livy was exchanged
for the pregnant sentences of Tacitus. He also
encouraged me to read some of Dugald Stewart's
philosophy, and spoke about Reid and Berkeley
with such effect that Horace and Tacitus declined
into a second place; so in the end Stewart was
withdrawn as a dangerous companion. But
Berkeley had taken hold enough to raise doubt
about my childish thought, that matter might
explain everything, instead of needing itself to
be explained.

The publicity and social collision of a Glasgow
classroom came as a shock to a shy, sensitive boy,
emerging for the first time from the lonely manse
in Lome. This, along with inadequate Latin and
Greek, habits of desultory reading, and indif-uched the shores of Lome.Courant,' in size a minia-
